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Don’t Look
Tired Out

“How worn and old you look today!"”
can be said to almost any woman on

any day at the end of summer. But—
take a two-minutes’ massage with
Pompeian and then people exclaim—
“Why, you look as fresh as a daisy!”

A Pompeian massage does take the
“tired” out of one's face. It does
youth-i-fy. It does invigorate and
tone up the skin,

POMPEIAN
Massage Cream

Just try a massage with Pompeian Massage
Cream the next time you are very anxious
to look vour best. You'll be surprised and

1, and is sure to notice the
dlﬁrrenr:e and remark upon your fresh, natu-
ral, youthful looks, At the stores, 50c, 75¢

and §1
TRIAL JAR
Sent for 4c in stamps

THE POMPEIAN MFG. CO.
69 Prospect St., Cleveland, Ohio

She Has

A Beautiful

/52

Complexion

Under all conditions—trying winde—
under artificial light—the use of

CARMEN

Complexion Powder
insures your having an admired complexion.
A Distinctly Different Powder
Beientifically made, pure, harmless to the most
delicate skin, lastingly fragrant and so fine it
can be lPPlII!d without a mirror—without show-

pots, the natural tint to the complexion
unx{.lar nnlﬁnln] light, I the best daylight vt er toc
it doea not **dust off ™ ;or ‘show powder." “

b rror contai: o

.f.".',':;‘,f:'u o Cormen m?f".m!&'.‘i"m.u".’ nﬁi’
h, Cream, sent for 10¢ silver and fc stamp.

“The kind she uses”

Stafford-Miller Co., 5270live 5t.,St. Lonis, Mo.

LASSIFIED ADVERTISIN

Your advertisement inserted
in the classified column of the

ASSOCIATED SUNDAY MAGAZINES
and EVERY WEEK

will prove a profituble investment
Combination Rate, $3.00 Per Line

Smallest space sold, 4 lines—Largest [2 lines, No
f-t:

s or extravagant copy accepie

95 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK GITY
109 NORTH WABASH AVENUE, CHICAGO
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INCORPORATE YOUR lil \I\Fb\ IN ARIZONA
Least cost, Transact business, keep books anywhere. Free
Laws, By-Laws and Forms. Reference: any bank in Arizona,
Stoddar In:urpnmnng l..ompun}, Box Boo, I hucnix,)\n:o:ll
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HIGH CLA "‘-'A[E IEN \1’\!\| I]tll\!’ Sllll‘.osz..i
perday selling Winters' Latest Interchangeable Steel Signs,
Samples free. Write today for Dooklet 10, H. E. Winters
Spec. Co., Davenport, Ta.
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pretty as my ‘Banda Neira,"” observed
the girl, looking with wide dark eyes at
the scimitar-shaped beach, and the tall,
leaning palmns that hung over it.

“Master, be good place this, but plenty
bad hoy he stop along here,” declared Bo,
raising himself from the bottom of the
boat to look about him. *“I no savvy that
fellow bushman stop here. I too much
fright along him.”

“By and by you too much fright along
me; hold your tongue,” was Gore's reply.

I could see he did not want to alarm
Isola unnecessarily. Bo squatted on the
gunwale, holding on with his black toes
like a monkey, and stared hard at the
place as we went up. He was chewing
tobacco, and he spat and spat continually
in the water, with a vigor that seemed to
be the expression of some unspoken feol-
ing.

There was a little pier of piled white
coral rock built out into the deepest part
of the bay. We ran the boat up to this,
tied up, and most thankfully disems-
barked. Even two days in an open boat
is enough to stiffen the limbs and weary
the mind with a feeling of confinement.

The rocks up to high water were eov=
ered with fine edible oysters. Bo was
anxious to stop and sample them, and
we told him he might do so: we wanted
some one to stay with the boat while we
went up to the plantation. New Britain
natives are terrible thieves, and it was
ten to one we might find all movables
taken out of the yawl if we left her with-
out a guard., So we gave Bo a tomahawk
for protection, and charged him not to
let any!of the plantation boys approach
the boat.

“Of course, they're tamed and eivil-
ized boys on a plantation, more or less,”
said Gore; “but I wouldn't trust them
near my stores,”

WE left the pier behind, passed through

the belt of eocoanuts that eircled the
bay, and came out on a most lovely ave-
nue of shorn grass, bordered by magnifi-
eent flowering trees. There were coral
troos, like bouquets of scarlet geranium,
forty feet high and fifty feet across; kapok
trees, with flowers like golden stars, and
hard brown pods upon their brauches,
bursting open to show the silky white
eotton within. There were frangipannis,
mangos, green as nothing but a mango
tree can be; trees like an acacia, with
drooping flowers of pink and white; trees
that I could not and can not tell the name
of, but that were as tall as an English
lime, and had bunches of blossom like
heliotrope in appearance, smelling like
new-mown hay. All these had been
planted about the same time, perhaps
eight years before, and set in two orderly
ranks along the cleared ground leading
to the house,

The walk up to the house was a pretty
long one, and we had time to notice, as
we went, that the place seemed to be
holidaying, for not a boy was at work on
any part of the plantation. The shining
rows of coffee bushes looked rather ill-
weeded. Somebody had carelessly aban-
doned hoes and clearing knives here and
there among them, and the iron was red
with rust. Among the star-shaped ave-
nues of rubber, radiating out toward the
horizon every way one looked, there was
no one busy tapping the trees; no
small white metal cans were hung against
the trunks, filling up with milky latex.
The door of the copra house was shut; a
great heap of unopened cocoanuts was
pilod up against it,  And still there were
no hoys.

I hogan to feel that there was something
about this I did not altogethoer like.

We walked up to the house, a neat little
woodoen bungalow with an iron roof, hid-
den away in a cluster of mango trees.
Here, at least, it seomed there was some
one, for the door was open, and fowls
were clucking and strutting about in a
pleasant, homely way. Gore took a stop
aside, and cast a look at their feed-dish.
It was empty and seraped, and the water-
trough had not a drop in it.

“Wait a bit,” he said, and earried the
trough to a tank. The fowls gathered
about him, clucking wildly. He filled the

trough, and they fought with one another
to get at it. He stood watehing them nar-
rowly.

“How kind you are to animals!” said
Isola, looking at him with simple admira~
tion. “Do you think,” she went on, put~
ting her hand up to her head, which was
covered by a hat of rudely plaited palm
leaves, and looking down at her stained
and tattered dress—“do you think Mr.
Beyer's wife will be able to spare me some
clothes? T feel such a disgraceful object
that I'm almost ashamed to go in and
ask her!”

“Suppose you don’t,” said Gore, catch-
ing quickly at the suggestion. “Suppose
you stop here for a minute with Corbet,
while I go up to the house and tell the
Beyers we're coming, Then, if you feel
very badly about heing seen by strangers
in such a state, I'll bring you down a
dress,”

“Thank you,” said Isola.
Yyou always are!”

“Stay here with her,” said Gore, throw-
ing me a glance.

I stayed. We sat down on the edge of
the trough,—for our legs felt shaky after
the days in the boat,—and I tried hard not
to remain silent. I tried to talk about
everything—about the avenue, about the
pretty situation of the house, about the
bright blue hills behind, about the fowls.

Isola kept breaking in with remarks
about Beyer ancl his wife—what they
could give us in the way of clothes and
food, whether there would be a schooner
along presently; but I talked fast, and
answered nothing. I think she must have
felt me rather rude.

Presently Gore came out on the veranda
and walked down the steps. He seemed
out of breath, as if he had been doing
hard work.

“Lord, T am hot!” he said, and made
straight for the tank, where he ran.water
over his hands and arms for quite a while.
Then he eame up to us.

“I'm sorry to say,” he said, “the Beyers
amn’t here. They seem to have gone

“How kind

away.”
“Gone! Where to?” asked Isola dis-
appointedly.
‘I can't say. Gone for good, I should
think,”

“Gone home, you mean?”

“I suppose so, " said Gore, without look-
ing at her, “Yes, I should. think they
have. The place will no doub! he mken
over by some one else. s disappoint-
ing: but people are apt to come and go
suddenly in these places. It isn't as
civilized as your Banda Neira.”

“What are we going to- do?” asked
Isola.

Her protty pale face was a shade paler.

I could see how she had counted on this
little oasis of civilization, though she was
too plueky to complain.
« “Borrow a few things and get back to
the boat,” answered Gore. “You ecan
come in, if you like. The house is almost
all locked up.”

I thought I had heard his feet tramping
through more rooms than one while we
were waiting outside; but I made no com-

ment. I felt that Red Bob was anxious
to huve a word alone with me, and all my
wits were engaged in getting it. - Isola
walked up the path to the house, pausing
now and then to admire the huxllw of
flowering plants that had been set on each
side of the path. I stepped aside for a
minute, and asked:

“What is it?"

Gore, with his eyes narrowed till they
ltml\ud more than ever like a cat's, told
mo in a word; and the sunlight 01’ the
glorious day smsmed to die out in horror
as he spoke:

“Beyer and his wife and child have been
murdered. Must have been done about
a woek ago. I got the bodies into a back
room, and locked the door. She needn’t
suspect anything. Take some clothes and
food, and come as fast as you can lick
down to tho beach. I'm going to see if
the boat's all right. We oughtn’t to have
left her, but one couldn’t guess— Keep
Isola out of sight of the avenue. If the
boat'’s all right, she need know nothing.
Don’t delay.”

To be continued next week

br. Dento Soft-Knit
Sleeping Garments

protect your little ones at night and
give you unbroken sleep. ¥

Dr. Denton Garments cover
body, feet and hands, Feet are
part of the Garment, Hands are
covered by cuffs that turn down
and close with draw- .-slrillgs M e
from our Dr, n yglenic,

uble Carded, Flaatlc Knn,

Mixed Cotton and Wool F

ric, nlu_‘u ."f devised to KI\'I.‘
most healthtul ulm,i We use
onlyd clean, new, high-grade
cotton and wool; no waste,
no dyes and no hlenching
chemicals. Our Soft-knit
fabric carries off perspiration
ant keeps the child warm
even if bed covers are
thrown off. Prevent colds
that ufl.t. i lead to pueumaonia.

Eleven sizes, for one to ten
years old, Prices, blc to $1,10,
according to sise and style.

Soﬁ. Elastic, Durable.
Do Not Sh rink.

Write for booklet givin % Dr.
Mnry\\«’md Allen's practical (Il,nu
‘Healthiul Sleep for Children, "
Be sure you get the genuine Dr,

nton Garments. Our trade
mark, shown here, is attached to
each girnent, If you cannot get
them of your dealer, write us,

TRADE MARK
DR. DENTON SLEEPING GARMENT MILLS,

780 Mill Street, Centreville, Michigan,

The Cleanest—Safest—of All Nursers

is the Hygein —the only reinfurced non-
collapsible rubber breast —can be turned
wrong side out and the wide-mouthed glass
cell admits cloth and fingers,

Hygei

NURSING BOTTLE

To Physicians :

Write us for free
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mother to ong com-
Elete Hygeia Nursing

ottlefrec and postpaid.

HYGEIA NURSING
BOTTLE CO.,
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